The Safety Catch

ing and clutching, swearing and punching. In the middle of the
uproar, John's private door that led straight into the corridor, was
opened a few inches, and the face of a little old lady with a bonnet
appeared. She must have been rather shortsighted, for she asked the
question she had come to ask. "Is this," she quavered, "the Office of
the Will to Peace Movement?"

Mr. Murrinkle gave her a fleeting glance before returning to the
wordless conference on the floor. "Not at the moment, madam,"
he gasped. "Shut the door when you go."

She was a polite old lady as well as being myopic, for she closed
the door quietly, as if unwilling to disturb anyone.

At length, die workers got Mr. Gassdrop on his back, Mr.
Murrinkle holding his vigorous legs, John sitting athwart his torso.
Looking down at Mr. Gassdrop was like glimpsing a flame-filled
sulphurous pit.

"You come here," panted John. "You pretend to have had my
Idea, you pose as a member, and try to fill us up with lies so as tc
get from us the employment no one else will give you. Well, get
this straight before we chuck you out. If you were the only othei
man in England, this would be a one-man office."

"And you get this straight," said Mr. Gassdrop in a tone fiera
but a little distorted by the fact that his collar was under his righi
ear and his tie draped about his nose. "I told you I'd get you, and'
will, if it takes twenty years. Watch out, my cocky friend, for 1*1
grind you to powder when I do get you."

John's arm shot towards the door. "Out!" he yelled with fiera
enjoyment. "Up, Jupiter." They seized Mr. Gassdrop, ran hin
through the private door and shot him neatly into the corridor
locking the door after him.

"He's right about one thing," said Mr. Murrinkle, breathinj
fast and dusting his trousers with his hand. "You need an Offic
Manager. But I agree with you. I don't think he's the man. Tha
was your point, wasn't it?"

133